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See how many of these famous 





MORROW COASTER BRAKE. They fighi with » ur 

Bicycle Troops and with our Parachute Troops. Their symbol ii L 

(because of the rhirly-one ball bearings lhat give you the 

longest coasting, easiest pedaling bike-ride you ever had). 



The Morrow Coaster Brake Is a mem- 
ber of "The Invisible Crew" — pre- 
cision equipment built by Bendix 
—on war doty on every front. 
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/i\fBW MINUTES LATER, DB. KOBEBTX 
ou KNOCKS ON THE DOOB Of A 

furnished apartment whose lone 

OCCUPANT IS ... WADE HARRIS/ 




CpUB CLICK OF A 
u LIGHT SWITCH 
AND THE ROOM IS 
PLUNGED INTO 
TOTAL DAIXHESSl 




f&gANTICAUY TRYING TO PROTECT 
V^HIMSELF FROM THE DYNAMIC 
POLL MAN, MUSCLES MAUOY 
TIPS A HEAVY BOOKCASE 
TOWARO HIM .' 






/well ^fe-^ 


^fe^. 






( TIMED -DONT *S5 


^r "dj> 






\you think? / 
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LOOK. NlPPrE— ) LET'S GO ^SJfci^: 
MR. BENSON'S / OVER ftND fltS^ 
S CftlE 15 J-'WftTCM HIM nrs 
\STUCK! j\ TRY TO GET/ y^~ 





MICKEY FINN 



By Lank. Leonard 





™iMMT ML.POUiS.IN NSXr MONTHS 

pexrwa comics bumpy sees 
terse me whole jap Mvr/ 




POISON'S OENTISJ 
HAS TO PULL A 
TOOTH FROM A 
GORILLA SENT 
TO HIM BY THE ZOO 
HE'S ASKED POISON 
TO COME OVER AND 
HELR.WE PINO POISOI 
JUST ARRIVIN&AT 
THE DOCTORS OFFICE 




THAT KNUCKLE ANESTHETK 
I GAVE HIM WILL HOLD 
HIM FORAWHILE..NOW 
RUN DOWNSTAIRS AND 
BORROW ALL TH E TOOLS 
VACAN FROM THOSE 
LABORERS WHOARE 
FIXIN' THE STREET IN 
FRONT OF 
THIS , 
BUILDINO' 




LATER..\ THIS PNEUMATIC,\ 


/ TH' DOC BROUGHT UR IS J 
■7 JUSTTH' ^s~p^—^ 


; 


^W^H| 



SOME GRATITUDE f l FIX 

HIS TOOTH AN' THEN 
HE BITES ME WITH IT, 




./, 
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WHV-ER.DIANNE- THIS IS 
'glh \ y MISS SANDRA KNIGHT. l-UH- 

*UUe*s'STHElimN,\\ bumped mc ija over at . 

FOLKS, fiHC HAS HE GOT HIS \ ?01ICE COMICS, THE OTHER 
HANDS FULL! YSEE, THE KAVEN \ MY. AND, WELL, SMS BEEN 
IS A BUDDY OF THE SHOE* WlDOW\ «AWW A LOT Of ROUBLE 

(theflying tigress on your left), gur \ l&QZ-MI toldhkto/ 

HE'S B£IN HAVING SOME. ADVENTURES WITH \ 
THE PHANTOM LAW (THE P-40 ON YOUR 
RIGHT)... NOW THE RAVEN IS NO SLOUCH I 
WHEN IT COMES TO MAKING WITH TH£ 
MART FLUTTERS, SO YOU CAN Set 
HE'S IN FOR PLENTY OF TROUBLE 
WITH THE TWO 

•FI6HTIN6BST-GM.S 
IN THE HISTORY 
OF COMIC 
BOOKS/ 



i COME OVER -WE MIGHT; 
Be ABLE TO HELP _ 
HER OUT.' 



now coke on! shake 

AND /HAKE UP! AND LEfS 
SET SOME WORK 



okay! but, just 

remember, -this 

is im strip-so 

just stay in rue 

background where 

you belong: 



Vi 



wwerf.' well, hiss's my 

PLAN! ONE OF THE THUGS 
THAT SANDRA KICKED IN THE I 
RIVER.THE LAST TIME THEY 

tried m Kidnap her. 

FATHER, WAS JO-JO THE 

SNIPER! now jo-jo hang;} 
around with a gang on 
fourth street, so i 

SUGGEST we ALL CHANGS 
INTO OUR 'WORKING 
CLOTHES" ANDPAYA 
CALL ON their: , 
HEADQUARTERS/ 



, ITS QUITE POSSIBLE 
WE MIGHT BE ABLE TO 
PICK. UP A CLUE THERE 
AS TO WHO IS WE BIG 1 
BOSS BEHIND 
ALL THIS.' 



17HUS ITIS THAT. TEN MINUTES LATER, THE 
RAVEN, mESP/DOt WIDOW AND THE PHANTOM 
LAW ARE SEEN GOING DOWNTOWN -TOWARD '4-1 



W$£3s3SS^ ASTHE PHANTOM IWISWAR WASN'T 1 

V&j^m tAPy ' t' m *° r <.«y idea, 

I ACCUSTOMED TO ^\ DEAR! 
TRAVELLING ABOUT I 
IN PUBLIC 
JSOMEDOLLji 
[EH, BUDDY! t 



STREET-^ 



ALL RIGHT, MY TWO WILD- 
CATS! WE'LL PROCEED ACCORDING } 
TO PLAN! AND, LISTEN -SAVE VOukI 
FIGHTING FOR later! we may 

NEED SOME OF IT BEFORE 
THE NIGHTS OVER! 




-»«6xr MONTH .— 

rmpuwroM lady ku at 

tUKAUUK IN fSArtOte COMKt! 



HBNPeXSON FIELD, 
WSSJtWSJ*- SOLOMON 
DAY IN JUNS ... 



HJ, LANDLUPBBR/ HIM«TH* l 

SBD YOU WANTED TO DELIVER 

- THAT PACKAGE TO CHINA ... IT 

^MUST BB PRBTTY iMPOKTANTj , 



.-••AND HERE "IT"IS.' CHINA'S FlKST 
LADY.'! MADAME CHIANG KAI-SHEK 1 / ^ 



HfiLLO.CAPTAlN 

Shaw: i have 
not seen you 
for so long 

A TIME' 



OWADAME CHIANG/ 
WELL.' TW/S IS 
ONE TIME X'LL 
BE DELI(5WTED 
/ „ TO PLAY , 
DELIVERY BOV.' 




WE ADOPTED THE COSTUME 
OF THE OLD-TIME FE1ARS P 
OUR MEETINGS.' AND LATELY, 
WE'VE ALL GONE IN FOR 
_ STUDY _ 
5P/RITUAL/&W 
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if 

mm 





yOU -HAVE -DAZED - TO- 
Bf&AK-MV "SLEEP"! YOU^ 
WISH ~70" KNOW -OF -- 

PEA1H-? I Shall 

7EACH-YOU -Of -DEATH! 
THERE! 




Resides leading a 
band, swing sisson 

leads a life of thrills 
and excitement. 
'■ with the aid of 
toby tuckeb, sax 
player, and bonnie 

BAXTER, VOCALIST, HE 
IS ALWAYS ABLE TO 
HANDLE THE SITUATION, 
BUT A NEW MENACE 
CONFRONTS SWING 
NOW. .-.WHEN HE 
DISCOVERS HIMSELF 
TO BE TW/SIS... 




-RIGHT/ STOP PLAYING/ 
,3k THIS IS THE WORST 
Wk I'VE HEARD/ CAN'T 
3pfo. VOU GET ANYTHING 




...AND ANOTHER THING.. 
..r DON'T WANT ANY- . 
MORE BEEFING ABOUT 
THE TUNES I SELECT/ 
WHETHER. MOU THINK 
THE MUSIC IS APPROPRIATE. 
OR NOT, YOU'LL PLAY 
WHAT / TELL YOU// 
THAT'S ALL- 
REHEARSAL 
IS OVER// 




GOSH, BONNIE/ V"^ I CAN 1 ' 
WHAT'S GOTTEN UNDERSTAND 
INTO SWING? J IT, TOBY/ ' 
I'VE NEVER f/ WHY,' HE 
SEEN HIM J DOESN'T ACT 
ACT SO \ LIKE THE 

GROUCHY/ J SAM£ PERSON.' 




HA! YOU VILL BE 

NEEDED NO LONGER. 

AT DEE CLOVER CLUB. 

OUR LEADER HAS 

TAKEN YOUR PLACE/ 




B1NID HIM VELL, FRITZ. 

i VILL TELL VOU, HERR 

SISSON. VE HAVE WORKED 

OUT A CODE VITH SONG 

TITLES. EACH TUNE 
MEANS SOMETHING! 




VE HAVE A SUBMARINE VAITING 

OFF DER COAST... UNO IN YOUR fi^if 

RADIO BROADCAST EACH NIGHT '"* 

FROM DER CLOVER 

CLUB VE CAN GIFF 

INFORMATION TO 

DER SUB/ 




WITH ONE 
EMD OF: A 
S*C»PE T ED 
AROUND A 
TREE, THE 
OTHER. ENP r ; 

AROUND 
SWING'S BODlJ 
THE NAZIS 
PREPARE TO;! 
LOWER HIM iS 
iCWR THE : 

JIFF'S 
EDQE... -. 



TONIGHT OUR SUB 
VILL. LEARN OF A 
TROOPSHIP'S . 
DEPARTURE. / VOU 
UN DER STAN D/MANGy , 
MOW ? r£?£x\ ' 




^GOOD-BV, SVINO SISSON/ 
DON'T GET TOO PLAYFUL j 
DER VULTURES/ 




BACK AT THE CLOVER ClUBTHE 
FAKE SWING SISSON STUDIES 
A CODE BOOK, 



-1M/ THE 
SONG MEANING TROOPSHIP 
IS "RED SAILS IN THE SUNSET". 
WE'LL PLAY THAT FIRST. AND 
THE 5HIP LEAVES AT 8:00 
O'CLOCK... SO OUR SECOND 
TUNE WILL BE "GOTTA DATE 
AT EIGHT' : 
THEN. ..LET'S 
SEE 



-IA-HA-HA.' THIS IS ^ 
PRETTY CLEk/ER. BUT WITH 
THE5E OUT-OF-DATE TUNES 
WE'RE PLAYING, THIS BAND 
SOON BE. KNOWN AS 
SWWG S/SSO/V AND HIS 
SELDOM-FED ^ 
t TEEN.*.' 




tWENTy-FlVE 

...THE BROADCAST ts NEARLY 

over;...— 




SWING TELLS THE STORV 
OF HIS KIDNAPP ING-... 

...SO BY GETTING MV HANDS 
WET, I FINALLY WORKED THE 
THE ROPES LOOSE. I HITCH- 
HIKED INTO TOWN AN," 
TELEPHONED ARMV ' 
INTELLEGENCE (Ml 
HEADQUARTERS. * 
THEY SAID THE"- 
SEND UP SOME 
BOMBERS AT 
ONCE.' 




THE HAUNTED HOUSE 



'TWO MILES outside the city 
* limits the Bascom House, 
stood in a litter of weeds and 
untrimmed apple trees. It was a 
garish example of the architect's 
art — three stories of eye-hurting 
ugliness; a slate roof covering 
some fifteen enormous rooms. 
Below these a dank basement 
with bins and coal chutes served 
as a playground for huge rats. 
Immediately behind the 
house, on a slight rise, was the 
ancient Bascom cemetery, 
where every last one of the 
strange family lay moulding 
under moss-covered headstones. 
Just when the Bascom House 
had been built, nobody in the 
town knew; but it was more 
than a hundred years old, and 
it had a dark history. 

Elias Bascom had built his 
fortune with "hides, which he 
exported to Europe. He had 
drowned, after toppling into the 
uncovered well near the house, 
some time about 1860. Ben- 
jamin, his eldest son, had been 
shot in a duel twenty years 
later. Another brother, Henry, 
had been stabbed to death by 
a prowler in his bedroom, and 
his body lay with the rest in the 
old graveyard. 

There had been two sisters — ■ 
Elissa and Amanda. The former 
had gone insane when only fif- 
teen and had been shut up in 
her room for thirty years, a 
howling creature more animal 
than human. Amanda drank 
poison after being jilted in love. 

There had been no children 
by any of these Bascoms, so 
that when the last one died, the 
family clan died out. Where the 
estate went to, nobody knew. 
The old house just stood there, 
a horrible reminder of a tragic 
family, and rotted in the el- 
ements. 

It is natural to assume then 
'that the Bascom House was 
"haunted." A lonely road pass- 



ed it about a quarter-mile away. 
But nobody ever visited the 
place. Everybody feared it 
somehow. There had been 
strange things seen and heard 
about the place: flickering 
lights in the paneless windows 
on stormy nights: shriekings 
and gurgling groans emanating 
from the dank cellar on dark 
evenings. 

So every resident of the town 
gave it wide berth. Everyone 
said it was "haunted." 

It was to this weird house 
that Dr. Roberts, famous scien- 
tist, and his daughter, Martha, 
came one summer evening on 
a tour of inspection. Dr. Roberts 
wanted an isolated place to con- 
duct some secret experimenta- 
tion for the Government, and 
the Bascom House looked like 
just the ticket. 

"What do you think, Mar- 
tha?" he said to his daughter. 
"Pretty spooky looking place, 
isn't it?" 

Martha shivered. "Gives me 
the creeps just to look at it, 
Dad." % 

"But it should be fine for 
my purpose, honey. Certainly 
nobody will bother me here. 
And then Darrell will be out 
often to see you." 

"Oh, don't worry about me, 
Dad. I'm not afraid of ghosts. 
I'd rather like to see one of 
these shades of the old Bas- 
coms." 

The next day Dr. Roberts 
had a large van move his equip- 
ment into the house, in one of 
the upstairs rooms, and quickly 
he set up his laboratory. Two 
other rooms adjoining he had 
cleaned up for Martha and him- 
self. He had to hire help from 
another city to do the work; 
nobody in the town would ven- 
ture near the place. 

Darrell Dane, young scientist 
of note, and a clever criminolo- 



gist on the side, was studying 
an oblong of green paper under 
a powerful microscope. He had 
been studying such oblongs for 
several days, trying to make 
up his mind about them. This 
one was different from the 
others, of that he was certain. 
The silk threads were curled in 
an opposite manner, and the 
serial numbers were not the 
same distance from the margins. 

"Phoney, all right, Chief," he 
said after a long hesitation. "At 
least this one is." He held out 
the strip of green paper, which 
happened to be a ten-dollar 
bill. 

Chief Eckert took the bill 
and looked at it closely. He 
shook his head. "I don't know, 
Darrell. I tell you government 
experts are stumped — But you 
say it is phoney j that's good 
enough for me. Now, where's 
it coming from?" 

That question had been puz- 
zling FBI officials for months. 
A terrific deluge of counterfeit 
currency in large denomination 
notes. Almost every suspect in 
the nation had been rounded up 
—and turned loose. Several 
small counterfeiters had been 
grabbed and sent up. But none 
of these were capable of turn- 
ing out such "authentic" look- 
ing phoneys as were now ap- 
pearing everywhere. 

"If we just knew where to 
start out," said the chief. "I 
have the feeling the plant is 
not far away — not in Mexico, 
or Canada — " 

"No. It's right in this state, 
Chief. These notes are too fresh 
to have been shipped far— even 
by plane. I've tested the colors 
on that one; they're not more 
than ten hours old." 

The chfef said, "I don't re- 
member counterfeiters operat- 
ing in Maine before." 

"That's all the more reason 
why they should pick Maine," 



Dsrrell told him. "Weil. I'm go- 
ing to see if we can't work out 
a scheme to trap 'em. 1 ' 

Dr. Roberts worked late in 
his lab that first night. At two 
o'clock he turned in. At about 
three, Martha awakened. Some- 
thing — some sound — had 
brought her out of a heavy 
sleep. She sat up in bed. Pale 
moonlight streamed in the win- 
dow. A bat flickered across the 
panes and at last lit on the 
ledge, clicking its teeth. Martha 
shivered. 

Then the sound came again. 
A low rumbling, iike a heavy 
wagon being drawn over cob- 
blestones. The sound made the 
old house vibrate slightly. Mar- 
tha slid out of bed, crossed the 
room and opened the door to 
her father's room. 

"Dad!" she whispered. "Dad, 
wake up!" 

Dr. Roberts stirred. "What 
is it, child?" 

"Listen." They both held 
their breath. There was no 
sound. Martha related the hap- 
pening. Dr. Roberts chuckled 
softly. 

"Imagination, Martha. This is 
a 'haunted* house, you remem- 
ber. Now go back to sleep, 
honey." 

Martha returned to her room, 
but she didn't go to bed. Intui- 
tion. She walked out into the 
long hall and listened. They 
had explored all the rooms the 
day before ; there was nothing 
in them. Martha had reached 
the end of the hall when a 
slight clicking sound made her 
whirl. Something closed over 
her throat and her head was 
muffled in a dark cloak. She 
tried to scream, but the band 
about her neck shut off her 
wind. She was lifted, carried a 
long ways. 

"Now you," said a graff 
voice. The cover was yanked 
off her head. Martha stood in 
a large cavern. Her captor was 
9 burly fellow with an evil face. 
She saw two men working at 
a brilliantly lighted bench — and 
stacks of green paper were pi!ed 
at one end of the bench. A 



small printing machine was in 
operation. 

"W-where am I?" she qua- 
vered. She drew the flimsy neg- 
ligee about her. Her captor 
grinned. 

"Baby, don't worry where you 
ere. You'll never leave it again 
— not while Slack Harlan is 
runnin' this little business!" The 
man reached out for her and 
Martha screamed. 

Darrell had made the rounds 
of the printing ink supply 
houses. At last, in Massachu- 
setts, he had run into the one 
he thought might be supplying 
the counterfeiters with ink. In 
the guise of a salesman, he got 
into the back of the establish- 
ment and it was not long before 
he found a large crate of green 
ink that was marked, for ship- 
ment to "Gravesport, Maine." 

"That's it," he said to him- 
self. "Now we'll see what we'll 
see." Looking around quickly, 
he then made a strange and 
startling transformation . . . 

A half hour later the crate 
of ink was aboard a transport 
plane Sying north. And that 
evening, a small truck hauled 
it out to a deserted house on the 
outskirts of town. Backing up 
to a clump of bushes two hun- 
dred yards in back of the house, 
the crate was unloaded and car- 
ried down a dark tunnel . . . 

Dr. Roberts got up early and 
tapped on his daughter's door. 
No answer. He opened it and 
stepped inside. Martha was 
gone! 

"Martha! Martha!" called the 
doctor frantically. 

What puzzled the doctor most 
was the fact that Martha had 
worn no clothes; only a neg- 
ligee. He knew that by looking 
in the closet. 

Beside himself with worry, 
he rushed into town and called 
Darrell Dane's office. He was 
informed that Darrell had been 
absent all day and night . . . 

Before the crate of ink had 
been placed on the floor of the 
cavern, a tiny figure hardly a 
jfoot in height had leeped fr,om 



it and dashed to a dark corner. 
The Doll Man! 

In a single glance he took 
in the whole thing: the count- 
erfeiting machine, the green* 
backs, the engraving slab and, 
huddled in a coFner across the 
cavern, Martha! The Doll Man 
whipped a tiny vial out of his 
belt and crashed it on the floor. 
Thin vapors writhed upward. 
He held his breath and watched 
the three counterfeiters topple 
to the floor. Martha too, wide 
eyes staring at him, crumpled 
in a stupor, brought on by the 
quick-acting gas in the vial. 

Then the Doll Man made S 
rapid transformation. Once 
again he was Darrell Dane. He 
tied up the counterfeiters and 
then gathered Martha up in 
his arms. There was an open 
door at one side of the cavern. 
He strode to it and up a rickety 
flight of stairs, Martha limp in 
his arms. 

At the top he found a catch 
and a moment later a panel 
slid back, revealing a long hall. 
Dr. Roberts was pacing the hatl 
in a frenzy. He looked at Dar. 
rell like he had seen a ghost. 

"Martha!" he cried. "Dar- 
rell!" He rushed forward. 

"She's all right Got a whiff 
of gas," said Darrell. He laid 
Martha in the doctor's arms and 
turned to the open panel. There 
was sound below. Darrell nod- 
ded. 

"I guess the boys are stir- 
ring. I'll have to dash to town 
and phone the FBI and Chief 
Eckert," he said. Then he told 
Dr. Roberts what had happened. 

Martha stirred and opened 
her eyes. She looked at Dar- 
rell. "Oh, Darrell, the most 
awful " 

Darrell patted her golden 
head. "It's all right, Martha," 
he said soothingly. "I got 'em." 

"But Darrell," she said, "I 
don't understand. The Doll Man 
suddenly appeared and threw 
a glass vial to the floor. That's 
when I passed out." 

Darrell grinned and winked 
■ at Dr. Roberts. 

"That's when I came in," 
said he. 



WHAT'S \ I'M CLOSER 
WRONG, }TO BEING 
BUTCH? / FIRED THAN 
MY VE5T 
15 TO MY 
APPETITE- 




MEET MY NEW 
STAR, BUTCH- 
'STRETCH - 




/'holy cats! he ur u c v 

* WOMB WANPEB V "t *■ i 
0P£.' WE MUST VYlBnOO^ • 




IAJ SHOBT SECOND LATER.. „' 
SOMETHING COMBS OUT Of 




I'LL DEMAND RETRIBUTION 
FOR THIS! WHO KNOWS i 
A1AVS6 CLOTHPS ABE 
RATIONED IN THE. 
"STATES" WOW.' --I'LL 
DEMAND A NEW PAN? 
OF PANTS.' 




WELL--GULP--ONLV \i I'LL BE 
IN A CIRCUS.' GULP! jl HANGED 

b-but how come y?.0 
they speak 
English: 




J I'LL HANG TH'LOT OF I 
~'l TO TH' YARD ARM 
THIS! I'VE TOLD YDU 
A DOZEN TIMES THERE'D 
BE NO CANNIBAL STUFF ' 
SO LONG AS I'M 
CAPTAIN/ 



f WELL -■ BUST MY PEG-LEG 
AN' CALL MS "STUMPY".'. 
WHITS MEN.' 




'"MYCBEWT OU, I HAD N/lWAYBE THEY /WS 
TO TEACH 'EM ENGLISH, \BUT I WISH THEY HAD 
BECAUSE I COULDN'T LEARN \ PICKED ON A FEW 
, THEIR LINGO.' YOU MUSTNT 
I BLAME THEM ...THEY SET A 
LITTLE HUNGRY, NOW AND 
THEN -BUT ALL IN ALL- 
, THEY'RE A GOOD 
CREW 



1 JAPS FOE LUNCH - 
INSTEAD OF . 
US.' 



BLAST IT -YOU'RE 
RIGHT, LADS.' THOSE 
®V:C-%#|OlS.'/ NIPS 
HAVE GIVEN ME MORE 
TROUBLE LATELY THAN 
THE WORST SOUAU. ' 
AROUND THE HORN 
EVER DID.' 



' THAT'S BECAUSE 1 

WE'RE AT WAR / 

WITH 'EM; ' 



.AY* 



fe^-. 






JJ 



/ SO THAT'S WHY 
rVEHADTOKrctf'EMj 
OUT SO MANY TIME5- 
FOR TRYING TOj-"" 
SWIPE f 

PLANStg 




(3©/OT© 
OOP 

9 



RACING YOUR OPPONENT GRAB THEN EXTEND YOUR LEFT LEG OUT UNDER HIM 

This left arm And pull him toward to throw him off balance and at the same 

yOU. THEREBY TURNING HIM AROUND . WSf BRINS YOUR LEFT HAND UP TO HIS CHIN 

iw- wwpt ivKBiwa him wwnij.. ANO PUSH HIM OVER. BACKWARD.' ... 



JfF IT'S A JAP YOU'RE HANDLING, PUT ALL YOUR 
" POWER BEHIND VOUR LEFT ARM .PUSH, AND SEND 
HIS HEAD CRASHING TO THE GROUND.' IF THIS 
DOESN'T CRACK HIS SKULL, IT WILL AT LEAST 
KNOCK HUM OUT.' 





full price 
286 Pages — Hundreds of 
Illustrations— Hard Coverl 

'-4 



I " '"'! '» 0., 

1 MARvnoilS 
BOOK 

is 



FUN-SPORT-THRILLS-GAMES 

For You To Enjoy! 



Here for the first time in ONE-BIG-BOOK, are all the exciting, zestful Activ- 
ities— Sport s^-Hobbies— Games— Magic — Art— Puzzles — Acrobatics — Stunts- 
Craftsman B hip— Money. Ma king Plans, etc., which are part of every energetic, 
regular fellow! 

A WHOLE LIBRARY OF FASCINATING FACTS, FUN & FROLICS 
There is no end to the things to do and fun to enjoy with this tremendously 
interesting, entertaining and informative book! You can learn a Cowboy 
Roping routine; become a "whiz" at Ping-Pong; learn to draw Funny Car- 
toons; build your own equipment and furniture for games, your "den™ or 
home; teach your dog tricks; learn scientific Boxing and Wrestling; defend 
yourself with Jiu Jilsu; develop a "Magic-Show" act; learn to "Spot" air- 
planes; become powerful and develop Mighty Muscles; learn to become a 
"Ventriloquist", etc. FUN FOR BOYS gives you a million things to do and en- 
joy-for indoors and outdoors -winter or summer- alone or with your crowd! 
Actually 18 WONDER BOOKS IN ONE1 Il*» the Biggest, Best-Value Book 
Imaginable! 286 THRILL-PACKED PAGES of Description, Ideas, Secrets, 
Suggestions, Surprises— HVNDR EDS of Illustrations, Drawings and Pictures! 
Never before such an amazing book — never before such a remarkable value! 
Send For This Book Under Our MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE! Just mail 
the coupon— and if you enclose $1.00 (stamps, money order, check or cash) 
ive will pay the postage. If you prefer COM. it will come plus 20c postage 
and delivery charges. If not completely satisfied, you can return book and 
get your money hack at once.Y on risk nothing, so MAIL THE COUPON NOW! 
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FIGHTING 

ENEMY 





HIGH-POWERED fighter planes take-off from the flight decks 
of U. S. Navy Airplane Carriers. To carry this fighting load, 
energy is supplied to those churning ship-motors by high-test fuel . . . 

BABY RUTH CARRIES RICH SUPPLY OF FOOD-ENERGY 

Tempting, tasty BABY RUTH is a top-notch carrier of food-energy! 
This popular candy bar is rich in the values your body needs to keep 
you feeling vital and full of vim! Besides dextrose, the sugar your 
body uses directly for energy, you get fats, protein, other carbohydrate 
sugars, and other important body-fuel in this candy bar. 

Take aboard some food-energy when you want to keep fresh and 
"on the job"! Eat a delicious BABY RUTH Candy Bar often! 
CURTISS CANDY COMPANY • Producers of Fine Foods 

CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 



HA VE MOTHER SAKE SOME 
TEMPTING COOKIES MADE 
ROM TASTY BABV RUTH 

recipe on may wrapper 




